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There was something about the way Johnny looked at me that made me hesitate from jumping down 
into the cemetery. As we dangled our feet from the top of the stonewall, 9 feet above from where our 
shovels had landed in the soil, we both paused. The moonlight caressed 13-year old Johnny's brownish 
hair as the wind was blowing through it. Suddenly he pulled up his knees and rested his arms against 
them. I turned to him in surprise. 

- What's the matter Johnny? Aren't you gonna jump? You know I won't be able to get back up if you 
don't. 

I tried to smile. 

- Don't worry. It's almost feels like jumping into really dark water and you don't know what's in it. But 
then you know there is a treasure down there. 

Johnny wasn't impressed. 

- I'm really scared Chris. They will cut our throats if they find out. 

I did kind of figure that he would bring it up again once we ended up here. 

- No, they won't Johnny. There was no one there when you heard the conversation right? You were 
hiding in the closet remember? You had forgotten your cap and then you heard footsteps so you hid. 
Don't you remember? 

Johnny lowered his head. 

Yeah, I remember... 

I turned to him as I spoke. 

-That old cheapskate's funeral was weeks ago and the mean widow Otis died in the fire the day before 
yesterday. And she never told anyone. The only one who knows about this is you. And you remember 
what you told me that he whispered to her with his sick old voice? Tell me again Johnny. Tell me again 
what he said to her. 

Johnny swallowed. 

- Well... he said that he would want the silver chalice to be buried with him because when he met his 
maker he would give it to him. 

- That's right. That's exactly what he whispered. And what did the widow Otis reply with her squeaky old 
voice? 

- ...She said she would make sure that it would be buried with him and that no one would ever find out. 

- So no one will cut our throats Johnny. No one ever will. 



Johnny turned his head up to look out on the graves and the scarecrows over at the cornfields. Then he 
looked back at me. 

I don't know Chris. I'm scared. How come you are not scared? 

I looked at him. He was just two years younger than me. There was still hope in his eyes that things 
would turn out fine if he just wished for it. I remember feeling the same when I was his age but the last 
years had changed me I guess. The things I had seen this spring and last year, I just knew that there was 
nothing in this place for us. People never became anything around here. However, Johnny still had hope. 
He still believed in this life. I took a deep breath and then I said in an honest voice. 

- 1 think about how your old man beats you and how my old man beats me. How all the teachers hate our 
guts because we are poor and how you get bullied all the time. How I don't wanna spend my life here. 
That I want to go some place far away and never come back to this stinking town because these people 
are already more dead then the guys lying down here. That's what I think about. Then I realize, once we 
get down there, and we get the chalice, everything will change. That silver chalice will change our lives. 
We will go to the city and sell it. I know this guy who will make us rich. We can trust him and afterwards 
we are going to be kings. Once we get that chalice - everything will turn out ok. 

Johnny eyes opened up his eyes a little more as he spook with a low voice. 

- Tell me about the chalice again. 

I smiled. I turned my head up to take in the view of the many cornfields that was looming in the horizon 
and for a moment I remembered when I saw it standing there on the shelf for the very first time. 

- It's cut from the finest silver Johnny. That chalice is so pure that it will almost melt in your hand. If you 
had that chalice next to your bed you wouldn't need a candle because it shines in the dark. When people 
see that shiny, heavy chalice they will fall to their knees because they will think it was sent from the old 
mighty himself. That's why he wanted to bring it with him. This chalice is not from this world. Look, we 
can probably see it glittering through the ground even though it's buried. 

Johnny's look had changed now. I could tell he was in a better mood. He dragged his feet back down and 
dangled them slowly next to mine again as he glanced down. Then he spoke. 

- My grandfather told me about this place. I think he is even buried here somewhere. He said that when 
the ghosts walk this place they give you a chill that almost make you feel that the ghost is scratching your 
back. 

- Is that a fact Johnny, I said cheerfully. Well, I guess we will soon find out. Are you ready to jump? 

I put down both my hands on the sides and rested them against the wall like I was ready to take off and 
jump into a lagoon surrounded by the scarecrow fields. But Johnny interrupted me. 



- He never liked anyone. 



- Who, your grandfather? 

- No, him. 

Johnny nodded his head out into the darkness as he continued. 

- Do you remember when he was alive? 

- Course. 

- You remember when he used to swing his cane at us. Do you think he ever realized...? I bet he never 
thought of that. 

- What do you mean? Thought of what? 

- That he would die and that we would outlive him and be doing... this. 

That's why Johnny was my best friend. His head was always thinking on something I would never think 
of. I laughed. 

- That doesn't matter anymore Johnny. This is what matters. You and me here. And the chalice down 
there in the dirt. With the money we get from that we can become something. 

Suddenly Johnny flinched. 

- What was that? 

- What was what? 

- 1 could swear I felt a hand on my shoulder. 
I looked at him, raising my eyebrows. 

- See, now the ghosts are coming and they want you to jump so they can start scratching your back. I 
guess we should do what they say Johnny, lets jump. 

- Chris, wait, what are you gonna buy when you get all that money? 

The question surprised me. I had never really actually thought about that, but now felt like a perfect 
time. I sighed and bit my lower lip trying to look like I was thinking hard. 

- I'm gonna buy clothes, candy, live in a hotel and I will be a business man; open up my own shop and sell 
goods and I will help the poor kids coming into my store. And when they come up to me and ask if they 
can look at the candy, I will take down the glass jar... 

Before I had finished the sentence, Johnny had jumped. And as he landed, I knew that the life he had 
landed in would never be the same. He never wanted to hear the end of the story of a glass jar. He 
wanted to see it for himself. 



